
CRIMINAL MINDS: JUMP CUT BY MAX
ALLAN COLLINS

DOWNLOAD EBOOK : CRIMINAL MINDS: JUMP CUT BY MAX ALLAN
COLLINS PDF

http://bookpeace.com/site-ebook/0451223187


Click link bellow and free register to download ebook:
 CRIMINAL MINDS: JUMP CUT BY MAX ALLAN COLLINS

DOWNLOAD FROM OUR ONLINE LIBRARY

http://bookpeace.com/site-ebook/0451223187


CRIMINAL MINDS: JUMP CUT BY MAX ALLAN COLLINS
PDF

In getting this Criminal Minds: Jump Cut By Max Allan Collins, you may not constantly pass walking or
using your electric motors to guide stores. Obtain the queuing, under the rain or warm light, and also still
look for the unknown publication to be during that publication shop. By visiting this web page, you could
only look for the Criminal Minds: Jump Cut By Max Allan Collins and you can find it. So currently, this
time around is for you to go for the download web link and acquisition Criminal Minds: Jump Cut By Max
Allan Collins as your personal soft data book. You can read this publication Criminal Minds: Jump Cut By
Max Allan Collins in soft documents only and save it as yours. So, you don't have to hurriedly place the
book Criminal Minds: Jump Cut By Max Allan Collins right into your bag everywhere.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.
First in a brand new series!

The Behavioral Analysis Unit, an elite team of FBI profilers, are tasked with examining the nation's most
twisted criminal minds-anticipating their next moves before they strike again...

Learn more about the Criminal Minds television series.

Chapter One

Situated on the United States Marine Corps Base at Quantico, Virginia, the FBI Academy—known by those
who work, teach and train there as the Facility—sprawls over 385 woodland acres that provide the privacy
and security required for the FBI's operational functions and training.

At the Facility, the Behavioral Analysis Unit operates as part of the FBI's Training and Development
Division, consulting with law enforcement across the nation on crimes requiring the skills of the BAU's top
profilers.

Supervisory Special Agent Aaron Hotchner—broad-shouldered but slender, with black hair, brown eyes and
the kind of chiseled features whose somber concern could be misread as unkind—hunkered over his desk.
His suit coat, which almost never came off at work, was hung with precision over the back of his chair.

As masculine as its occupant, the spacious office informed any visitor that this was a serious man not just
successful at anything he attempted, but excelling at it. Witness three sets of mahogany shelves lining the
wall behind his desk, home to numerous trophies for various skilled activities, including several for
marksmanship. Note the wall opposite, arrayed with framed diplomas, citations, and the seal of the Federal
Bureau of Investigation.



Not to be trifled with, Agent Hotchner.

Sharing the wall with the door was a picture window whose venetian blinds were kept slanted open so that
Hotchner could monitor the sunken bullpen of the Behavioral Analysis Unit beyond. The wall opposite the
door held three long, narrow columns of bulletproof glass charitably referred to as windows, although (short
of an acetylene torch) they had no way to open, their sole function letting in light, which they performed well
for the north side of the building with its limited sunshine.

His normally grave mein approaching morose, Hotchner—not quite forty—was in a dark place, the kind that
in throwing light upon only reveals further darkness: specifically, he was poring over statistics from thirty-
seven school shootings in the United States and Canada over the last ten years.

No such thing, he well knew, as an accurate school shooter profile.

There was, of course, the media-driven image of the trench-coated loners a la Harris and Klebold in
Columbine; but Hotchner knew the image was just that, a myth created by the perpetrators themselves and
perpetuated by a media responsible only to ratings, not society.

He was hoping to develop a more accurate profile in order to prevent future attacks. The task seemed
impossible, but Hotchner had never backed down from a challenge, starting with the third-grade bully a
certain kindergartner had stood up to in a school yard. Truth was, backing down, giving up, just wasn't in his
DNA.

He had lost battles; all warriors did—but he had never surrendered.

One of the preliminary stats surprised him. Nineteen of the thirty-seven cases, over half, occurred in the
spring, including the latest, just a few weeks ago when thirty-two college students and their killer perished at
Virginia Tech.

For those who felt a school shooter had to be an ostracized loner, the springtime shootings would just give
them more…the word sprang to mind unbidden…ammunition. Spring shootings implied that students who
had been bullied and ostracized, if only in their own minds, had taken the abuse for as long as they could,
then snapped.

As a seasoned FBI profiler, Hotchner knew some stressor would invariably emerge in any of these cases that
could be labeled the proverbial "last straw'; but very few people really just "snapped.'

Most of these actions were painstakingly planned. They took time, effort, focus and perseverance. In those
shootings, the killers didn't just "snap'—premeditated murder, particularly on such a scale, did not imply
someone out of control, rather in control, and seeking complete control over life and mostly death, turning
twisted delusion into tragic reality.

Hotchner was studying further stats when a knock at his door interrupted.

Frankly relieved for a moment away from his grim work, he looked up. "Come in.'

Special Agent Jennifer "JJ' Jareau entered. In her mid-twenties, Jareau looked especially young today, her
blonde hair back in a loose ponytail, her blue eyes bright, her skin pale and fresh—she might have been a
college student herself.

But she was not—rather she was the BAU's local law enforcement liaison, as professional as her crisp black
suit and white blouse. Her sober expression mirrored Hotchner's as she approached his desk, a file folder in



her left hand.

Hotchner knew from experience that when this pleasant young woman took on a grave demeanor, nothing
good was on its way.

"Yes?'

"We just got a call from Detective Rob Learman,' she said, "with the Lawrence, Kansas PD—has a case he's
requested our help on.'

"Let's hear it.'

Without sitting, referring not at all to the file folder, she laid out the details in quick, no-nonsense fashion.
Her other duties included handling media and she could reduce a complex case to headline-news highlights.

Hotchner drew air in through his nose, let it out the same way. "I'll take the file. Call Detective Learman and
say yes. Then gather the whole team—conference in one hour.'

"No problem,' she said. "I'll be prepared to present the facts.'

Hotchner almost smiled. "I know.'

Alone, the profiler read the copy of the Lawrence PD's case file cover to cover. Then he read it again. He did
not have the near-photographic memory of his young colleague, Dr. Reid, and often took a second pass with
important documents.

But by the time he got to the conference room, Hotchner had the file down cold, his mind already
cataloguing details about the UnSub--FBI-speak for the unknown subject behind these crimes.

He'd spent extra time on the crime scene photos and the autopsy protocol, including the preliminary tox
screen and stomach contents that showed signs of Rohypnol. Local police reports were frequently lacking in
victimology and demographics of the area around the crime scene. Either the locals were writing reports for
people who already knew these things or, more often, simply did not understand how important such
elements were to solving these types of crimes.

The conference room with its dark maroon walls was dominated by a round mahogany conference table with
six high-back chairs. As in Hotchner's office, a picture window with venetian blinds looked out upon the
expansive bullpen. A wall-mounted whiteboard just inside the door still contained scribbles from a previous
case, but the wall with the flat-screen TV (next to a bulletin board of maps, circulars, photos and so on) had
the attention of the seated agents of the BAU team.

Their newest member, Special Agent Emily Prentiss, sat nearest the door. The lanky thirty-something
Prentiss carried the kind of sharp-featured attractiveness often wedded to keen intelligence, her reddish-
tinged dark brown hair cut as straight as that of an ancient Egyptian princess. Like Jareau, she wore a dark
suit.

Still somewhat of an outsider, Prentiss had joined the unit under less than ideal circumstances—unlike the
rest of his team, she had not been handpicked by Hotchner; rather she had been foisted upon him when a
former, valued member unexpectedly flamed out. Yale-educated and the daughter of an ambassador--and
with vague high-level political connections that frankly unsettled Hotchner—Prentiss had spent ten years
working in the St. Louis and Chicago field offices before her new assignment.



To her left sat Jareau, next to whom perched Dr. Spencer Reid, conspicuously the youngest member of the
team. Only twenty-five and yet already in his fourth year with the FBI, Reid held doctoral degrees in
Chemistry, Mathematics, and Engineering. Brown-eyed with longish brown hair that cut his forehead in a
thick comma, Reid had pleasant, boyish features hardened by his horn-rimmed glasses, and was prone to
birdlike gestures that reflected energy, not nerves.

An only child with an IQ of 187 and capable of reading in the neighborhood of twenty thousand words per
minute, the young man had the fashion sense and social skills of a middle-school student. Today's ensemble
was a gray plaid short-sleeve dress shirt with a red-and-yellow striped tie, loosened slightly, collar of the
shirt unbuttoned; his chinos were a little big on him.

Dead serious about his job—and for that matter everything in his life (including assorted Certified
Nerd/Geek interests)—Reid managed to maintain a puppy-dog enthusiasm despite the horrible things he'd
witnessed on the job.

Separated from Prentiss by an empty chair sat Supervisory Special Agent Derek Morgan, in a dark blue shirt
unbuttoned a ways, and even darker blue slacks. Thirty-three and biracial (mother white, father African-
American), the ex-Chicago cop had a law degree from Northwestern University (thanks to a full-ride football
scholarship) and had been with the Bureau for seven years, coming over from ATF. His athletic
build—consistent with his black belt in martial arts and his occasional role as a teacher of self-defense
classes here at Quantico--stopped short of muscle-bound, and in fact he displayed an almost balletic grace.

Wickedly handsome with a killer smile, Morgan made friends wherever went, with never a shortage of
interest from the opposite sex; but the sparkling eyes and flashing teeth were a wall few got behind.
Morgan's personal life took a backseat to his devotion to his job, the agent as driven in his wa...
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the kind of chiseled features whose somber concern could be misread as unkind—hunkered over his desk.
His suit coat, which almost never came off at work, was hung with precision over the back of his chair.
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marksmanship. Note the wall opposite, arrayed with framed diplomas, citations, and the seal of the Federal
Bureau of Investigation.

Not to be trifled with, Agent Hotchner.

Sharing the wall with the door was a picture window whose venetian blinds were kept slanted open so that
Hotchner could monitor the sunken bullpen of the Behavioral Analysis Unit beyond. The wall opposite the
door held three long, narrow columns of bulletproof glass charitably referred to as windows, although (short
of an acetylene torch) they had no way to open, their sole function letting in light, which they performed well
for the north side of the building with its limited sunshine.

His normally grave mein approaching morose, Hotchner—not quite forty—was in a dark place, the kind that
in throwing light upon only reveals further darkness: specifically, he was poring over statistics from thirty-
seven school shootings in the United States and Canada over the last ten years.

No such thing, he well knew, as an accurate school shooter profile.

There was, of course, the media-driven image of the trench-coated loners a la Harris and Klebold in
Columbine; but Hotchner knew the image was just that, a myth created by the perpetrators themselves and
perpetuated by a media responsible only to ratings, not society.

He was hoping to develop a more accurate profile in order to prevent future attacks. The task seemed
impossible, but Hotchner had never backed down from a challenge, starting with the third-grade bully a
certain kindergartner had stood up to in a school yard. Truth was, backing down, giving up, just wasn't in his
DNA.

He had lost battles; all warriors did—but he had never surrendered.

One of the preliminary stats surprised him. Nineteen of the thirty-seven cases, over half, occurred in the
spring, including the latest, just a few weeks ago when thirty-two college students and their killer perished at
Virginia Tech.

For those who felt a school shooter had to be an ostracized loner, the springtime shootings would just give
them more…the word sprang to mind unbidden…ammunition. Spring shootings implied that students who
had been bullied and ostracized, if only in their own minds, had taken the abuse for as long as they could,
then snapped.

As a seasoned FBI profiler, Hotchner knew some stressor would invariably emerge in any of these cases that
could be labeled the proverbial "last straw'; but very few people really just "snapped.'

Most of these actions were painstakingly planned. They took time, effort, focus and perseverance. In those
shootings, the killers didn't just "snap'—premeditated murder, particularly on such a scale, did not imply
someone out of control, rather in control, and seeking complete control over life and mostly death, turning
twisted delusion into tragic reality.

Hotchner was studying further stats when a knock at his door interrupted.

Frankly relieved for a moment away from his grim work, he looked up. "Come in.'

Special Agent Jennifer "JJ' Jareau entered. In her mid-twenties, Jareau looked especially young today, her
blonde hair back in a loose ponytail, her blue eyes bright, her skin pale and fresh—she might have been a
college student herself.



But she was not—rather she was the BAU's local law enforcement liaison, as professional as her crisp black
suit and white blouse. Her sober expression mirrored Hotchner's as she approached his desk, a file folder in
her left hand.

Hotchner knew from experience that when this pleasant young woman took on a grave demeanor, nothing
good was on its way.

"Yes?'

"We just got a call from Detective Rob Learman,' she said, "with the Lawrence, Kansas PD—has a case he's
requested our help on.'

"Let's hear it.'

Without sitting, referring not at all to the file folder, she laid out the details in quick, no-nonsense fashion.
Her other duties included handling media and she could reduce a complex case to headline-news highlights.

Hotchner drew air in through his nose, let it out the same way. "I'll take the file. Call Detective Learman and
say yes. Then gather the whole team—conference in one hour.'

"No problem,' she said. "I'll be prepared to present the facts.'

Hotchner almost smiled. "I know.'

Alone, the profiler read the copy of the Lawrence PD's case file cover to cover. Then he read it again. He did
not have the near-photographic memory of his young colleague, Dr. Reid, and often took a second pass with
important documents.

But by the time he got to the conference room, Hotchner had the file down cold, his mind already
cataloguing details about the UnSub--FBI-speak for the unknown subject behind these crimes.

He'd spent extra time on the crime scene photos and the autopsy protocol, including the preliminary tox
screen and stomach contents that showed signs of Rohypnol. Local police reports were frequently lacking in
victimology and demographics of the area around the crime scene. Either the locals were writing reports for
people who already knew these things or, more often, simply did not understand how important such
elements were to solving these types of crimes.

The conference room with its dark maroon walls was dominated by a round mahogany conference table with
six high-back chairs. As in Hotchner's office, a picture window with venetian blinds looked out upon the
expansive bullpen. A wall-mounted whiteboard just inside the door still contained scribbles from a previous
case, but the wall with the flat-screen TV (next to a bulletin board of maps, circulars, photos and so on) had
the attention of the seated agents of the BAU team.

Their newest member, Special Agent Emily Prentiss, sat nearest the door. The lanky thirty-something
Prentiss carried the kind of sharp-featured attractiveness often wedded to keen intelligence, her reddish-
tinged dark brown hair cut as straight as that of an ancient Egyptian princess. Like Jareau, she wore a dark
suit.

Still somewhat of an outsider, Prentiss had joined the unit under less than ideal circumstances—unlike the
rest of his team, she had not been handpicked by Hotchner; rather she had been foisted upon him when a
former, valued member unexpectedly flamed out. Yale-educated and the daughter of an ambassador--and
with vague high-level political connections that frankly unsettled Hotchner—Prentiss had spent ten years



working in the St. Louis and Chicago field offices before her new assignment.

To her left sat Jareau, next to whom perched Dr. Spencer Reid, conspicuously the youngest member of the
team. Only twenty-five and yet already in his fourth year with the FBI, Reid held doctoral degrees in
Chemistry, Mathematics, and Engineering. Brown-eyed with longish brown hair that cut his forehead in a
thick comma, Reid had pleasant, boyish features hardened by his horn-rimmed glasses, and was prone to
birdlike gestures that reflected energy, not nerves.

An only child with an IQ of 187 and capable of reading in the neighborhood of twenty thousand words per
minute, the young man had the fashion sense and social skills of a middle-school student. Today's ensemble
was a gray plaid short-sleeve dress shirt with a red-and-yellow striped tie, loosened slightly, collar of the
shirt unbuttoned; his chinos were a little big on him.

Dead serious about his job—and for that matter everything in his life (including assorted Certified
Nerd/Geek interests)—Reid managed to maintain a puppy-dog enthusiasm despite the horrible things he'd
witnessed on the job.

Separated from Prentiss by an empty chair sat Supervisory Special Agent Derek Morgan, in a dark blue shirt
unbuttoned a ways, and even darker blue slacks. Thirty-three and biracial (mother white, father African-
American), the ex-Chicago cop had a law degree from Northwestern University (thanks to a full-ride football
scholarship) and had been with the Bureau for seven years, coming over from ATF. His athletic
build—consistent with his black belt in martial arts and his occasional role as a teacher of self-defense
classes here at Quantico--stopped short of muscle-bound, and in fact he displayed an almost balletic grace.

Wickedly handsome with a killer smile, Morgan made friends wherever went, with never a shortage of
interest from the opposite sex; but the sparkling eyes and flashing teeth were a wall few got behind.
Morgan's personal life took a backseat to his devotion to his job, the agent as driven in his wa...
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Weak Story and Unbelievable at Times.
By Darknight07
The overall premise of the book is one worthy of the show, but is poorly written. The book starts off slow
due to the amount of writing used to create an initial painting of the un-subs process. The fashion
descriptions were a little bit wordy for my liking. I do not think that it was necessary to describe what
everyone was wearing every day. Another reviewer did point out that the author was compelled to use the
team members' full title, A LOT!! After the first couple of time he should have dropped the Supervisory
Special Agent title, or done what that characters have done often in the series which is to use the S.S.A.
abbreviation. With Lesser FBI Characters the author has no problem using S.A. for their title.

The story lost credibility with me fast when the corner was able to pull the 4 known victims out for the team
to examine, despite the fact that the crimes had started in October and the story starts in early spring. The
author does tries badly to cover this error by making a brief comment about embalming fluid with one of the
victims. I'm not a mortician, but that seemed like quite an unbelievable stretch for me, which started me
looking more closely at the story and finding more errors (no more to be mentioned here).

IF you are looking for a light read based on the Criminal Minds Series, then you will probably be fine with
this book. But if you are like me and were looking for a quality story up there where the television series has
been then you will be sadly disappointed.



I did not expect the book to be 100% as accurate as the show, but I did want more than the 65% I got.

9 of 10 people found the following review helpful.
Great plot, average writing
By H. Byrne
I bought this online rather than wait for it to hit Australian book retailers, because I'm a bit of an obsessed
fan, and didn't have the patience to wait! I was really impressed with this book. The writing style left a little
to be desired - in places it felt stilted and awkward, and seemed to focus on the wrong things, like the music
each character was listening to, or the clothes they were wearing. Calling JJ "Jareau" seemed a little out of
place too, but these are all minor details. The plot is true-to-form, and would make a great screenplay, the
little bits of profiling trivia throughout the story are well-placed and interesting, just like in the show. My
only real complaint is that Garcia isn't in it enough (she is featured though, and as usual, she's awesome)!

8 of 9 people found the following review helpful.
absorbing crime thriller
By A Customer
Like most cities in the United States, Lawrence Kansas has a homeless problem that the authorities would
like to move out of their area but they don't want to see anyone killed. Somebody though is murdering the
homeless population, stalking them, drugging them, chaining them in an enclosed area making them hope
they can get away. To date four bodies have been found in various places around the town but the police are
no closer to finding the killer than they were the day the first corpse was found.

In desperation, the police call in the Behavioral Analysis Unit, a group of expert profilers to assist them in
finding the killer. When the team arrives, they get to work right away and though they have no leads they
come to the same interesting conclusions; the most important one being that the hate crimes are escalating
with more signs of violence on the later victims. While the BAU is in Lawrence, twenty-year-old college
drama student Kelly Bonder is kidnapped and the ransom is $68,000. In such a quiet town, the profilers
believe this crime is linked to their case and if they discover the connection they will find the killer. They
race against the clock too uncover the perp before the ransom deadline arrives.

This novel is based on the television show Criminal Minds and readers get to see the step by step criminal
investigation of the FBI. The prologue is in the first person voice of the killer and he speaks periodically
throughout the book which sends goose bumps down the spine of the audience because he sounds so sane in
his insanity. The investigation takes place in the third person and is also terrifying because the reader feels
the tension of the last victim. This crime thriller absorbs the reader in the unfolding drama of mind games
played by a brilliant serial killer.

Harriet Klausner

See all 23 customer reviews...
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profilers.

Supervisory Special Agent Aaron Hotchner—broad-shouldered but slender, with black hair, brown eyes and
the kind of chiseled features whose somber concern could be misread as unkind—hunkered over his desk.
His suit coat, which almost never came off at work, was hung with precision over the back of his chair.

As masculine as its occupant, the spacious office informed any visitor that this was a serious man not just
successful at anything he attempted, but excelling at it. Witness three sets of mahogany shelves lining the
wall behind his desk, home to numerous trophies for various skilled activities, including several for
marksmanship. Note the wall opposite, arrayed with framed diplomas, citations, and the seal of the Federal
Bureau of Investigation.

Not to be trifled with, Agent Hotchner.

Sharing the wall with the door was a picture window whose venetian blinds were kept slanted open so that
Hotchner could monitor the sunken bullpen of the Behavioral Analysis Unit beyond. The wall opposite the
door held three long, narrow columns of bulletproof glass charitably referred to as windows, although (short



of an acetylene torch) they had no way to open, their sole function letting in light, which they performed well
for the north side of the building with its limited sunshine.

His normally grave mein approaching morose, Hotchner—not quite forty—was in a dark place, the kind that
in throwing light upon only reveals further darkness: specifically, he was poring over statistics from thirty-
seven school shootings in the United States and Canada over the last ten years.

No such thing, he well knew, as an accurate school shooter profile.

There was, of course, the media-driven image of the trench-coated loners a la Harris and Klebold in
Columbine; but Hotchner knew the image was just that, a myth created by the perpetrators themselves and
perpetuated by a media responsible only to ratings, not society.

He was hoping to develop a more accurate profile in order to prevent future attacks. The task seemed
impossible, but Hotchner had never backed down from a challenge, starting with the third-grade bully a
certain kindergartner had stood up to in a school yard. Truth was, backing down, giving up, just wasn't in his
DNA.

He had lost battles; all warriors did—but he had never surrendered.

One of the preliminary stats surprised him. Nineteen of the thirty-seven cases, over half, occurred in the
spring, including the latest, just a few weeks ago when thirty-two college students and their killer perished at
Virginia Tech.

For those who felt a school shooter had to be an ostracized loner, the springtime shootings would just give
them more…the word sprang to mind unbidden…ammunition. Spring shootings implied that students who
had been bullied and ostracized, if only in their own minds, had taken the abuse for as long as they could,
then snapped.

As a seasoned FBI profiler, Hotchner knew some stressor would invariably emerge in any of these cases that
could be labeled the proverbial "last straw'; but very few people really just "snapped.'

Most of these actions were painstakingly planned. They took time, effort, focus and perseverance. In those
shootings, the killers didn't just "snap'—premeditated murder, particularly on such a scale, did not imply
someone out of control, rather in control, and seeking complete control over life and mostly death, turning
twisted delusion into tragic reality.

Hotchner was studying further stats when a knock at his door interrupted.

Frankly relieved for a moment away from his grim work, he looked up. "Come in.'

Special Agent Jennifer "JJ' Jareau entered. In her mid-twenties, Jareau looked especially young today, her
blonde hair back in a loose ponytail, her blue eyes bright, her skin pale and fresh—she might have been a
college student herself.

But she was not—rather she was the BAU's local law enforcement liaison, as professional as her crisp black
suit and white blouse. Her sober expression mirrored Hotchner's as she approached his desk, a file folder in
her left hand.

Hotchner knew from experience that when this pleasant young woman took on a grave demeanor, nothing
good was on its way.



"Yes?'

"We just got a call from Detective Rob Learman,' she said, "with the Lawrence, Kansas PD—has a case he's
requested our help on.'

"Let's hear it.'

Without sitting, referring not at all to the file folder, she laid out the details in quick, no-nonsense fashion.
Her other duties included handling media and she could reduce a complex case to headline-news highlights.

Hotchner drew air in through his nose, let it out the same way. "I'll take the file. Call Detective Learman and
say yes. Then gather the whole team—conference in one hour.'

"No problem,' she said. "I'll be prepared to present the facts.'

Hotchner almost smiled. "I know.'

Alone, the profiler read the copy of the Lawrence PD's case file cover to cover. Then he read it again. He did
not have the near-photographic memory of his young colleague, Dr. Reid, and often took a second pass with
important documents.

But by the time he got to the conference room, Hotchner had the file down cold, his mind already
cataloguing details about the UnSub--FBI-speak for the unknown subject behind these crimes.

He'd spent extra time on the crime scene photos and the autopsy protocol, including the preliminary tox
screen and stomach contents that showed signs of Rohypnol. Local police reports were frequently lacking in
victimology and demographics of the area around the crime scene. Either the locals were writing reports for
people who already knew these things or, more often, simply did not understand how important such
elements were to solving these types of crimes.

The conference room with its dark maroon walls was dominated by a round mahogany conference table with
six high-back chairs. As in Hotchner's office, a picture window with venetian blinds looked out upon the
expansive bullpen. A wall-mounted whiteboard just inside the door still contained scribbles from a previous
case, but the wall with the flat-screen TV (next to a bulletin board of maps, circulars, photos and so on) had
the attention of the seated agents of the BAU team.

Their newest member, Special Agent Emily Prentiss, sat nearest the door. The lanky thirty-something
Prentiss carried the kind of sharp-featured attractiveness often wedded to keen intelligence, her reddish-
tinged dark brown hair cut as straight as that of an ancient Egyptian princess. Like Jareau, she wore a dark
suit.

Still somewhat of an outsider, Prentiss had joined the unit under less than ideal circumstances—unlike the
rest of his team, she had not been handpicked by Hotchner; rather she had been foisted upon him when a
former, valued member unexpectedly flamed out. Yale-educated and the daughter of an ambassador--and
with vague high-level political connections that frankly unsettled Hotchner—Prentiss had spent ten years
working in the St. Louis and Chicago field offices before her new assignment.

To her left sat Jareau, next to whom perched Dr. Spencer Reid, conspicuously the youngest member of the
team. Only twenty-five and yet already in his fourth year with the FBI, Reid held doctoral degrees in
Chemistry, Mathematics, and Engineering. Brown-eyed with longish brown hair that cut his forehead in a
thick comma, Reid had pleasant, boyish features hardened by his horn-rimmed glasses, and was prone to



birdlike gestures that reflected energy, not nerves.

An only child with an IQ of 187 and capable of reading in the neighborhood of twenty thousand words per
minute, the young man had the fashion sense and social skills of a middle-school student. Today's ensemble
was a gray plaid short-sleeve dress shirt with a red-and-yellow striped tie, loosened slightly, collar of the
shirt unbuttoned; his chinos were a little big on him.

Dead serious about his job—and for that matter everything in his life (including assorted Certified
Nerd/Geek interests)—Reid managed to maintain a puppy-dog enthusiasm despite the horrible things he'd
witnessed on the job.

Separated from Prentiss by an empty chair sat Supervisory Special Agent Derek Morgan, in a dark blue shirt
unbuttoned a ways, and even darker blue slacks. Thirty-three and biracial (mother white, father African-
American), the ex-Chicago cop had a law degree from Northwestern University (thanks to a full-ride football
scholarship) and had been with the Bureau for seven years, coming over from ATF. His athletic
build—consistent with his black belt in martial arts and his occasional role as a teacher of self-defense
classes here at Quantico--stopped short of muscle-bound, and in fact he displayed an almost balletic grace.

Wickedly handsome with a killer smile, Morgan made friends wherever went, with never a shortage of
interest from the opposite sex; but the sparkling eyes and flashing teeth were a wall few got behind.
Morgan's personal life took a backseat to his devotion to his job, the agent as driven in his wa...
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